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	1. Chapter 1: The Calm Before the Storm

**WARNING:****- Agnosto does not own Percy Jackson and The Olympians series, The Heroes Of Olympus Stories, or The Avengers**

* * *

><p>"Perhaps you would like some more wine, my love?" Thor asked.<p>

"I would" She laughed, and her joy brought a smile to Thor's face. He knew she enjoyed being called his love, an assurance that he was hers and hers alone. As if that needed any assurance. Thor had never loved anything as much as he loved her.

He had been with the most beautiful of goddesses, and yet, this one mortal had captured his heart and kept it under lock and key. He didn't mind. He knew it was safest with her. And now, after nearly five mortal years of happiness and bliss, he knew what he needed to do. What he had to do.

He was going to wed her.

Yes, there had come a time, when his parents, his friends and even his own brother had questioned the wisdom of spending his life with a mortal. But that did not trouble him. He had his own flaws, and as the mortals say – _'Nobody's perfect'. _But in his eyes, she was.

He had gone through his fair share of affairs in his youth. What prince had not. He'd been handsome, strong and brave, courting many of Asgard's most beautiful women. Even lady Sif, had succumbed to his charm... Or had he succumbed to hers?

Nevertheless, Jane had had her own lovers in the past as well, and though he felt no anger, he did regret that another mortal had taken away the innocence of his queen.

Despite their differences, him, a god, and her, a mortal. He loved her, and his soul belonged to her, much as mjulmir belonged to him. And so, knowing the nature of his work, and the ever present threat of death , he wished to marry her.

He had discussed it so with his father, and once the all father had understood that his eldest son was not jesting him, he gave his blessing, as well as the elixir. The one magical substance, capable of turning Jane into his equal. A goddess. And once his blood was within her, she would ascent to her rightful place by his side as the goddess of thunder.

So their they were. Two beings, of different bodies and yet of the same soul. Their location was remote, unknown to all but two others – the eye of the hawk, and his wife . Under a tree, upon a hillside, the day as perfect as one could expect to be, though that may have been due to the influence of Thor.

A fully home-made meal steamed over a checkered blanket, courtesy of the wife of the Hawk. He'd stopped at their house before he had taken Jane, and when his bride, the iridescent Laura, had heard of his plans to propose, she demanded that they do so on the hilltop behind their house. He had looked to the master of the house for assistance, but upon finding out that the master was the women glaring at him, he had reluctantly agreed, using their magic box to contact his friend Stark and have him cancel the dinner upon his tower.

"So, why all the formalities?" She jested "I hope you know that it's not our anniversary..."

He said nothing but pull her into a kiss, which ended in a smile.

But his smile was marred with a frown, when he thought of the coming future.

"What's wrong," asked Jane, tenderly cupping his cheek "Did something happen?"

"Jane, my love, there is much strife in the future. I do not know yet what troubles shall come, I simply know that what the future holds does not bode well for this realm. I fear that the order, and peace that we have now is simply the calm before the storm. Chaos is coming, and I do not know if even I am truly safe from it."

He paused, looking into her eyes.

"However, with the coming of chaos, I fear that I may not have time with you in the future... And so I wish to show you something..."

"what?"

He grasped her hands in his and stood up, taking her with him.

Before she could say anything, he pulled her into a tight embrace, covering her mouth with his. The kiss deepened, and as it did, she moved her hands through his hair, across his back... and to other areas.

With her encouragement, he did the same, but when Jane pushed against his lips for permission, he pulled back.

"Wow," She sighed, a blush across her cheeks, her eyes burdened with lust.

"Close your eyes," He whispered into her ear. She complied.

Easing his hands out of her clothing, where they were entangled during the kiss, he stepped away and knelt down.

Fishing through their wicker picnic basket, he pulled out a glowing emerald and gold ring, made of Asgardian silver.

"Open your eye-" There was a breeze and the next thing Jane Foster knew, was that she was alone on a hilltop, with a ring lying on the ground, glowing -the unspoken promise of power and love.

The man she loved, and who was about to propose to her... Gone.


	2. Chapter 2: New Friends

**WARNING:- Agnosto does not own anything.**

* * *

><p>Loki, not-so-Odinson, didn't understand how there could be clouds...<em>In space.<em>

But he didn't dare open his mouth, lest it be shut forever.

The dimensions of the realm of the Hindus – _Dhwarika_ – puzzled him. A virtual sea of clouds, upon which the ancient Hindu deities gathered. No palaces, not even an artificial structure in sight.

There were holes in the clouds, apparently to see beneath the endless mass, and as he gazed down from one of these windows, _he saw Earth, as if it was underneath him._

Leaping back from surprise and shock, he once again got back to his feet, and peered through the window.

Now the view had changed, instead of the Earth, there stood Asgard, so close, he could almost touch it, gleaming in it's golden glory.

_My people must be wondering where there king is, by now... I must hurry, before anyone suspects me... _he though dryly.

He heard a cough behind him.

Slowly straightening his back, he turned around warily, not daring to make any fast movements, lest he be turned to dust.

Before him stood a bird...man.

He, because it was clearly a man, had a muscular torso encased in gleaming golden armor. From waist down, he was shrouded by a thick silken robe, underneath which was probably more armor. His arms were corded with muscle, a silver gilded spear held loftily in one hand, and a conch shell in another.

He eyed the beautiful spear with envy, though Loki didn't know how to even wield one, he couldn't help it. The spear was engraved with beautiful carvings, some of wild orgies, others of glorious battle, all of which, no doubt, made it even more aerodynamic.

But the most astonishing thing about the man wasn't his spear, nor was it the pair of black and gold wings behind his back, each, even when not spread out fully were easily twenty feet in length, and no doubt, sharp enough to dismember a man.

No, the most astonishing about the deity standing in front of him was his face. Mostly it was a humanoid face, but were his mouth and nose should have been, was the beak of an eagle. Brown caves leading inwards most likely nostrils, with an ebony finish leading right up to the hooked, razor sharp tip. His eyes were inverted slits, looking straight through Loki's very soul, and his long black locks, were trapped behind his head by an enormous golden crown, which extended upwards, forming a halo of gold behind his head.

Loki gulped. _I believe you are, what the mortals call "fucked"..._

As if reading his thoughts- which he probably did- the bird man smirked, or at least tilted his cheeks, where the beak was fused with his face, and bowed his head, although Loki felt that he should have been the one bowing in front of the figure who radiated more power than he'd collectively ever felt... "Greetings Loki Odinson, and welcome to Dhwarika, home of Krishna, current abode of the gods, I am Gauruda, the mount of Vishnu."

Loki swallowed, his throat too dry to make a difference, not even trying to correct the Odinson part. He took a deep breath, and nodded,

"Greetings, uh, great lord of Dhwarika, I have traveled far to discuss important matters with the gods, after their... slumber."

At this the deity laughed "You are mistaken, Odinson," This brought forth another cringe from Loki,

"I am not the ruler of this realm, I am a measly son of Vayuputra, I do not hold any control over the other gods. However, seeing as you have come so far, it would be most disappointing to throw you back out of our abode... Come! I shall take you to the council of the other gods, and though I can not promise that they will listen, I can at least give you the opportunity to speak. Come fast, Odinson! The last of the gods are just now awakening from their slumbers, Lord Vishnu has called all of the gods forth to a... reunion of sorts, and we must hurry, if we are to introduce you."

With this the great winged being jumped high into the air, extended his wings, twirled sideways and flew of.

All Loki could do was swallow hard, and run after him _I hope he realizes I can't fly!_

* * *

><p>My sides erupted in pain. I couldn't hold it in anymore, and let out a huge guffaw, the ice cream in my mouth spilling out and spraying everyone with dippin' dots.<p>

The whole table burst into another round of laughter as Jason tried to wipe of the gooey cream before it could soak into his shirt.  
>He looked up and mock glared at me "Really Pipes? This shirt is new!"<p>

I smiled innocently at him.

He couldn't hold up anymore, and broke down seeing my smile.

He let out a chuckle, and before I could react dipped a finger into an annoyed Nico's ice cream cone, and smeared mango-strawberry ice cream onto my nose.

I gasped and took some of my dippin' dots into my hand, holding them over my head threateningly. Seeing the fire in my eyes, Jason held his hands up submissively and shoved Leo in front of him, using the poor guy as a shield.

There we were, eating ice cream at Mercury's, a local ice cream place in San Francisco.

It had been almost a year since Gaia's defeat, and everything was just calming down.

After Leo was declared dead, everything seemed to be dull, both camps almost completely destroyed. Annabeth, and Percy half crazy from Tartarus, Jason and his stupid glasses, and New Rome in complete chaos after the death of their, admittedly idiotic, Augur.

But slowly, things got better. After a month, the loss of Valdez seemed to go down to a low, deep throb, and I didn't start crying every time a passed Bunker Nine.

Percy and Annabeth, after nearly four weeks of sleepless nights, finally agreed to go see someone who could help them, and on recommendation from Chiron, they agreed to talk to Mr. D – the literal god of crazy. While at first, they were apprehensive about going to Dionysus for help, they were pleasantly surprised to find him more than happy to help, now that his ban on alcohol was lifted.

Within a few days, they were better than ever. They still "slept" in the same cabin... but we just ignored the groans and moans coming from their place. Their nights were still sleepless, but certainly not from nightmares. Something Jason and I weren't even close to.

After their condition was treated, and Annabeth was better, she immediately started working on the repairs for the two camps, coming up with an ingenious way to use the leftover tunnels from the labyrinth to connect the two camps. The old maps of Deadulus turning an excavation of several days into a stroll of a few minutes. Then she started working on expanding the old cabins, making new defenses, strengthening the camp fortifications, setting up exchange programs for Greek and Roman campers, and even working on a joint protected community for older demigods, similar to New Rome, which she called "Populsque Olympia" – the population of the people of Olympus, or "Olympia" for short.

Reyna and Frank had soon stabilized New Rome politically, and with the combined efforts of Annabeth and the builders of Rome, the repairs and improvements for both camps were finished within two months.

After the third month, everything was almost perfect, save for the absence of Leo.

That was fixed when he landed – Crashed would be a better term – on top of the **_Hera_ **cabin during the middle of a game of capture the flag, courtesy of a giant sombrero wearing Festus, arguing with a girl "Okay, okay, so maybe my aim isn't perfect, but next time, why don't you fly the darn thing! Oh, don't act mad, you know you love me!"

Cows still chase him.

We'd immediately paused the game to help get them down. When he'd gotten on solid ground again, surrounded by demigods who had thought he was dead just moments ago, he'd nervously scratched his head and chuckled "Hey guys, ahahah... Guess what? I'm not dead! Sorry for not telling you guys earlier, but I wanted to show Calypso the world first. But hey, I bought gifts! Check it out, we got HAWT SAUCE!"

I didn't know then whether to punch him in the face or to hug him, so I did both. First breaking his nose, and then bringing him close, only to knee him in between the legs.

After we had gotten over the inital shock that Leo was back, and that yes, the girl was THE CALYPSO, and that she was in fact – Leo's girlfriend, we accepted Leo back into the group immediately, along with Calypso, who we'd brought up to speed on about the modern world, though she was still confused about what the point of an elevator was, when there were stairs available. _Yeah, right, you try climbing 108 floors sister._

In the beginning, there was some tension between Percy, Annabeth and Calypso, when Percy told her about what had happened in Tarturus – A topic we knew btter than to bring up – But Calypso was almost heartbroken by what she'd done, and had started sobbing. Surprisingly, it was also Percy and Annabeth that had consoled Calypso, acknowledging the fact that she didn't do it purposely, and that it wasn't her fault. Soon the three were hugging and laughing, pulling everyone in for probably our first group hug, even Nico joined in... Which Leo than proceeded to ruin by pulling out one of his "Whipped cream grenades", pulling the pin, and then running away, laughing maniacally.

Then, about two weeks ago, Annabeth had gotten a message from Frank- the Deadulas tunnels were complete, and she needed to go to San Francisco to make sure all the work was done correctly, and to supervise the final touches. The gang had agreed – insisted – to go as well, and so here we are now.

This morning, we'd gone to Annabeth's house to pick up some blueprints (her brothers were so cute!), and after hanging out there for a while, Percy had gotten a phone call from his friends Carter and Sadie, who he'd told us about. They'd asked him where he was, and when he replied San Francisco, they told him to meet up with them at a local cafe.

And that's how we'd gotten here.

Turns out that Carter and Sadie weren't alone, they'd brought half of their Nome over to check out the 85th Nome, apparently located in San Francisco. This meant that just our group filled the entire Cafe.

The table was huge, and packed. At the head were Percy and Carter, I guess the bridges between the two groups. Then next to Percy sat Annabeth, and next to Annabeth sat Sadie, and her boyfriend, Walt. Carter was sitting next to his unbelievably pretty girlfriend, Zia. They'd brought some of their friends from the twenty-first Nome, including a kid named Felix who was basically a younger Leo, but with penguins... Gods help us all.

"So, Piper, is it really true that your dad is the Tristean McClean?" Asked Sadie.

I smiled and nodded my head.

"That's so coo-" She didn't get to finish as the Seven Eleven from across the street exploded in a supernova of fire and smoke.

We were immediately on our feet, knowing, with our luck, that that wasn't a coincidence.

A man slowly walked out of the flames, his deep chuckle resonating across the street, vibrating the very air.

"Friend of yours?" Percy asked Carter, uncapping riptide. Annabeth pulled out her Drakon bone blade, analyzing the approaching figure.

"I was gonna ask you the same thing..." Carter did his magic and pulled out a wicked curved sword...and a bent candy cane? Zia pulled out a staff, which exploded into fire and light, writhing like an actual snake.

We each got out our various weapons, Walt plucking a few charms from his necklace, and threw them on the ground, each one becoming a fully grown crocodile... and a hippo?

Sadie muttered hieroglyphics into existence, while Frank morphed into a terrifying guinea pig, realized his mistake and then changed into a fifty foot tall drakon, and Hazel called Arion, the mist liquidizing into existence at her feet.

Even Felix summoned a few more penguins, who looked especially bloodthirsty, and Leo looked on, grimacing and setting his hammer on fire.

Calypso did her daughter of Atlas thing, lifting the entire table and setting it in front of us as a makeshift shield. She stomped her feet nervously, shaking the ground, and putting holes into the asphalt.

Their baboon Khufu looked on nervously and bared his basketball menacingly, threatening the figure to take one more step and face the wrath of the Los Angeles Lakers.

Nico and Reyna pulled out their respective swords, his a wicked Stygian blade, and hers, a standard roman cavalry sword. Skeletons rose from the ground, kneeling next to the prince of the underworld.

Nico's boyfriend, Will pulled a panda pillow pet out of his backpack, which turned into a full quiver of arrows, and twisted his wrist watch, which melted into a slender longbow while he smiled grimly.

I just pulled out my knife Katropis, while Jason stood next to me, holding my hand and tightening his grip on his golden sword.

It was funny how efficient a life full of war can make you.

A few feet away, the figure stopped, balancing a huge formless clay more, bigger than my body... in one hand. He had a tan complexion like Zia's, and for a moment, I thought he was covered in tattoos, and soaked in kerosene from the gas station.

But looking closer, I realized that the tattoos were all scars, ripped open, and the liquid covering him, was actually blood, dripping from his naked body onto the sidewalk. His hair was dark and matted, and his face looked like Percy and Jason had used it for swords practice, one of his eyes missing from it's sockets, and his ears apparently not getting the memo to show up.

He smiled, showing bloody, blackened teeth that gave Colgate nightmares, and spoke, a deep broken monotone "Which one of you is Perseus Jackson..."

He set down his sword...pillar thing, and when it touched the ground, it broke through the solid concrete like a hammer going through paper. Producing a sickening crunch that even made Annabeth wince.

Oh shit.


	3. Chapter 3: The Prophet Heralds

There weren't many things that scared Thor.

He was practically immortal – the God of Thunder.

He'd faced of against hundred of frost giants.

Hunted down hordes of Bilge-snipes.

He'd gone by himself, when he was nothing more than a mere boy, to find his fabled sword.

Lately, with his new comrades, he'd faced of against an army of chitauri.

He'd helped take down an anarchistic machine, hell bent on world destruction.

And, just a few moments ago, he was kneeling before the woman who owned his very soul, preparing to pledge his heart and mind to her, asking for her hand in marriage.

Now, he knelt before gods.

Not the pseudo-gods, that his people claimed themselves to be, but true immortals. Forces of nature, capable of destroying this world, or creating it from anew.

He didn't have to guess, his senses were far more attuned then a human's.

He could feel the air quivering from the energy being released from these beings.

Their very presence suffocated him, their eyes burning with the fire that was their divine energy.

He knew better than to get up. Asgard, while not being in contact with Midgard for thousands of years, knew, that such creatures roamed these lands.

After all, they were the ones, who had banished his kinsmen to another realm.

Thor also knew, that, unlike his people, these gods were not born, they were made.

Some were made from the sheer willpower of the humans that worshiped them.

Others, not even the all-father knew how they came to be.

The Asgardians knew only one thing. They were gods.

And while they were not the "creators" that formed the nine realms- no-one knew who they were- they were certainly more than capable of destroying a realm, or two.

So Thor knelt.

He knelt before the Olympians, the Greeks, who many thousands of years ago, had been his enemies. Only they could've summoned him, for what, he did not know. If they were disturbed with his interactions with the mortals, and wanted him dead, he knew he would be. So he kept his peace and bowed his head, silently calling for mjoulmir, whom he'd left on the hillside.

"Rise, Odinson, we have called you in peace," The proud voice of Lady Athena rang out across the great marble hall in which the gods were seated.

He lifted his gaze from the floor, and met the eyes of each god, one by one.

The mad Dionysus, as if reading his thoughts, scowled as his gaze was swept away from the crazed, drunken eyes.

His rage grew as he stared into the flames of war. _HOW DARE THEY BRING ME HERE, LIKE A CARCASS, FATED TO BE BURNT TO ASHES! _But he reeled those thoughts in and averted his gaze, remembering the words of his father- _"If the immortals wish to dishonor us by controlling us, then let them try, we shall not bow to their wims and prowess." _

His head cleared as the lord Hermes smirked at him, eyes promising mischief.

Lady Aphrodite's gaze racked across his body, her eyes shedding him of his armor, and promising nights of passion. She winked playfully at him, until she noticed Zeus's frown.

Lord Hephaestus nodded knowingly, hands working away at the bronze in his hand, whilst his beard smoldered away.

Lady Athena tilted her head, a small smile gracing her beautiful features, eyes cold and calculating, taking in each movement of his neck, each twist of his torso.

Lord Apollo beamed at him from his iridescent throne, giving him what the mortals called a "thumbs up".

Lady Demeter didn't even bother to look at him, instead indulging herself to what Thor was sure, the mortals called "fruity pebbles."

Lady Artemis looked down upon him with disdain, eyes flashing inquisitively, promising a swift death, if given a chance.

Lord Poseidon appeared calm, and smiled, but Thor could feel his emotions roll of him like the waves of his domain.

Lady Hera regarded him with a neutral expression, as if examining a bug, which Thor realized, he was, at least to them.

Lord Zeus gazed intensely across the throne room at him, challenging him to speak.

One thing that did surprise him, was the presence of Lady Hestia and Lord Hades. The former smiling warmly at him, her throne of fire reminding him achingly of Asgard and Jane, while the latter simply glared at Thor, as if Thor had been the one to summon _HIM_.

"Come forward, Thor Odinson, if we had wished you dead, you would be," the grave voice of Zeus called. At this, Hera turned to her right and glared at him, while several gods chuckled.

"It has been many eons, since we have last had the...aah _pleasure_, of your presence,"

Thor bowed his head humbly, wishing Mjoulmir would _just hurry up_!

"Oh, what a well mannered boy! Though there's no need for that nowadays, but still, I just want to know what cereal you eat!" Demeter called, murmuring the last part so that only a few could hear, looking pointedly at Hades.

"Been a while since I last kicked your ass, or was it your scrawny brother's?" Jeered Ares.

Thor stiffened, fists tightening. _Mjoulmir should have arrived by now._

"And my, my, he's only grown handsomer. I wonder what his hammer looks like..." Aphrodite teased, causing Thor to almost blush. Almost.

He stepped forward "Why have you called me hear? Do we not have peace!"

"Calm down _thunderer,_ we didn't call you hear to argue, if we wanted to fight, we would've just sent Ares..." Drawled the drunkard.

The war god made to stand up, but was stopped by grape vines growing rapidly and encircling his body, pulling him down. Dionysus smiled bitter sweetly, twirling his fingers. "No, we've called you hear to discuss a very important issue... tell 'em dad!"

"Ahem. Quite, as my son, Dionysus-," At this, Dionysus gave a drunken salute "-Has stated, we've called you here for a reason. Although I hope that this conversation is not -"

He was cut of as lady Hera sighed and said, "Oh, for goodness sakes, can we just get this over with! Look, Thor dear, you know as well as anyone else that mortals don't know what's good for them. If they found out that gods existed then they'd be like headless cows!- _"cough, headless Chickens!, cough, ahem,"_ Hermes interjected.

"Right, that's what I said, now, that's exactly why we Olympians made the mist, to keep mortals safe... but, there's been some problems in the last few months..."

Poseidon spoke up "I'm sure that you know the recent war with Gaia that my son and his friends played a large part in, yes?"

Thor nodded his head. Remembering the tales of valor of Perseus Jackson, and friends that were spoken throughout the nine realms.

"Those events have sparked a fuse, in a sense, and now, well, the mist is deteriorating...It seems, that when Gaia fully awoke, she sapped all the away most of the magical energy in the area to gain more power, and since she was the earth..."

He didn't need to finish.

Thor knew, Thor understood, and he didn't like it.

"So the mortals are now becoming aware of the Olympians?"

Zeus nodded, and spoke "The events that occurred ten months ago have finally started showing the damage done now, as it is, we can barely keep the mist going, but that's not all,"

At this, Thor tilted his head questioningly _what could possibly be worse?_

"The events of second giant war, have also disturbed _other_ entities..."

And Thor understood. "The other gods," He whispered.

Athena nodded gravely.

"The other pantheons have also started showing themselves – becoming more active, awakening the slumbering gods, rallying their kin- the modern world is slowly being pulled into the ancient one, -western civilization is being burned away from the edges. Most of the other pantheons are fully awake now, and since we are all forces of nature, they feel that we had a responsibility to protect the earth in their... absence. After the war with Gaia, many of the other pantheons feel that we have failed in our duties, and that it is time to re-expose ourselves to the mortals, to once again become the gods that we were in ancient times. They want to send mankind back to the ancient eras, back before they have the technology that they do now, to protect themselves... and to challenge us."

She paused, daring anyone to interrupt.

"Of course, it is not in the nature of western civilization to bow down to a deity, and so we have rejected the offers of the other pantheons to join them in taking back humanity. This – along with the various discrepancies caused during the second giant war- have caused many gods to feel insulted, and led to many pantheons turning against us. Since we gods control nature, the natural balance is becoming greatly disrupted as various pantheons fight to control the domains that they once possessed, since we, along with the Egyptians, and your alternates, the Norse, were some of the few still active, we must be the ones to relinquish our control. Something, as you can imagine, we are not quick to do. Although many pantheons awaken, the vast majority still slumber, tired from the influences of the material worlds. Still, there are more than enough to, aah... destroy this planet. And, though we gods don't necessarily need this planet, we would like to preserve our place of origin. As of now, we have the support of the Norse and the Egyptians, who also do not wish to rule the mortals, but the pantheons that do are the Hindus, or at least some of them and the Sumerians. The Chinese remain neutral, fortunately. Although the Hindus wanted conflict are few in number, the nature of their power is great, and even the small number against us pose a large threat. So far as we know, they have not involved their legacies or their children. This has led to a great state of unrest. In particular, the Hindus are the most livid, after the Minotaur, aah,... accidentally, crashed into one of their sacred temples in South India. Conflict is something we would avoid, But where this is headed, it can only lead to -"

"- A war of the Pantheons," Thor finished, awe and fear evident in his voice.

"Yes," Zeus stood up, his form of twenty feet shrinking and shifting as he walked towards Thor

"Such a war would destroy the Earth. In the last five years, the Egyptians, The Norse, and us, have all faced internal threats, threats which have weakened us. But they have also brought us together. Our children our allies, and we gods are in a state of peace, but despite the number advantage, our enemies still overpower us...At this point, we cannot stop the other pantheons, and we cannot win, which is why we ask for the help of the mortals. This is their war now as well, and if they want freedom, then they must fight for it. Alongside us, alongside you. We have seen your comrades in action, defending New York against the chitauri. Our forces that were there helped you in the shadows, the demigods living there picking of the straggling aliens. Now, we come to you, and your SHIELD as well. Join us, because only together can we protect humanity, and western civilization, the very source of our existence."

Zeus stood in front of Thor now.

Lightning in front of thunder. There was a crash as mjoulmir burst through the closed marble gates, and flew into Thor's hand.

Zeus seemed unconcerned, but the other gods reached for their weapons.

Zeus held his hand out to Thor, "We are not demanding, we are asking. We do not wish to involve the mortals, but with the mist soon gone, they will soon find out, and it is best that we show them the truth first, before we ask them to fight. We Olympians want you, Odin son, to be our voice, to tell the mortals that their time has come to fight alongside the gods, as we have fought for and protected them. We want you to bring this Shield, and the group know as the avengers to us, so that together, we may defend humanity..."

Thor looked down at the hand that the god had presented to him.

Looking into Zeus's eye, he said "I cannot guarantee the aid of the mortals, but I can promise you one thing Zeus, king of gods, Whilst the mortals may not aid us, today, I say to you, you have been granted the allieship of Asgard, and that I, along with my people, will fight to our final breaths to defend humanity and this planet. This, I swear on my name."

With that Thor clasped his free hand with Zeus's, the sound resonating throughout the throne rooms, the very air being super charged by the mere contact of the gods.

Zeus held his gaze for a few moments, then nodded. He turned back and sat down on his throne, once again a giant... once again a god.

"Go Odinson, go to your comrades and warn them of the coming war. Go now, and herald our allies to our call. Go now, Thor Odinson, God of Thunder, Champion of Asgard, and son of the all father. Go, and may the gods be with you, for from hence forth, they truly are."

Thor nodded grimly, turned back, twirling his hammer, and flew away through the broken marble gates, knowing that he needed to gather the Avengers, and Nick Fury.

Moments after his leave, the marble gate magically mended back together.

Hera turned to Zeus "Do you always have to be so dramatic?"

Zeus just smirked, mind twirling with plans for the future, and called out "Hermes!"

"Yes father," replied Hermes, standing up.

"Call the Demigods."


End file.
